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Summary: A side story to Horror of a High School Crush, a Yandere 
Simulator fanfic I wrote. Here we delve into the mind of a high 
school serial killer as she deals with her rivals to win Senpai ' s 
love and perhaps get closer to him in the process. 
#YandereSimulator 


The Ayano Recordings 

**And now for something completely different!** 

**As sort of a side story to Horror of a High School Crush, I thought 
I'd write a series of one-shots about Yandere-chan and her victims. 
Why a series of one-shots? Because the original is more revolved 
around Senpai and functions as an alternate scenario in which the 
character we would be playing as (in terms of video games) would be 
Senpai. This is where we'd be playing as Ayano (thinking about it in 
terms of games) . Another interesting thing is that in Senpai ' s 
version he's on 'Week 2' while in Ayano ' s version, she's on 'Week 1' 
of the game trying to kill Osana Najimi. So to include both Senpai 
and Ayano ' s mindsets in the original Horror of a High School (as I 
originally intended) might start to get confusing since Senpai ' s 
perceiving the happenings as being 1 week ahead of 
Ayano . * * 

**Normally while I do like the kind of spin-off stories or side 

material one shots that can be read in any order along with the 

original I HIGHLY SUGGEST, YOU READ 'HORROR OE A HIGH SCHOOL CRUSH' 
EIRST BEEORE STARTING THIS ONE. More specifically you may have to do 
a bit of back and fourth. This is only a series of one shots set on 
specific dates and Yandere-chan is 1 week behind Senpai.** 

**While this one is structured more as a series of one shots that 

show off the corrupted mindset of a high school yandere serial 

killer, it still contains A LOT of potential spoilers for Horror of a 
High School Crush. Also note that this side-story will be a lot more 
sparring a€" meaning Ayano won't 'write' or 'update' as much as 



Senpai has been doing in his story. So you may have to match up 
certain days and times to get both of their perspectives from each 
story . * * 

**But technicalit ies aside, I thought I'd present you with for our 
equal enjoyment:** 

**Horror of a High School Crush: The Ayano Recordings** 

Week 1 a€" Thursday 


*click* 


_S-senpaia€ 1 Noticed mea€l_ 

_I was on the school roof today, eating my lunch and looking at him 
from afar as usualaC 1 Nothing newa€ 1 He was with Saki Miyu today 
tooa€ 1 They didn't talk about much- in fact they were pretty quiet so 
my bringing this tape recorder today was almost uselessaCl Saki 
didn't say anything incriminating or bad to Senpai, nor did she say 
anything I could use to spread rumors around the 
schoolaC 1 _ 

_Unf ortunately she's become a lot more tight-lipped since I killed 
Kokona-chanaC 1_ 

_It started when I heard her taking a phone call right outside the 
school entrance. A rather incriminating phone callaCl She was going 
to meet some guy in Shisuta town, presumably prostituting herself. So 
I spread the innocent little rumor while logged into another 
student's account on our school's social media website. The account I 
used wasn't important: Info-chan made it for me and it's already been 
terminated. But once a rumor spreads, it spreads fara€ 1 Like a dumb 
internet meme that wasn't meant to be a meme but spreads 
anywayaC 1 _ 

_I said "I saw Kokona Haruka in Shisuta Town engaging in compensated 
dating." A mad lib: fill in the blank spaces with 3 nounsa€ 1 And it 
spread like wild fire, even driving her best friends away from her 
leaving her alone til the very enda€ 1 That was when I kidnapped 
her ._ 

_I snuck into the nurse's office and drugged her with an anesthetic 
that kept her asleep for hours on enda€ 1 Info-chan left an instrument 
case in the supply closet on the first floor, so I simply dumped her 
body in the case and waited til night when the school was 
closeda€ 1 _ 

_Unf ortunately on the way back home, I ran into the police, but I 
just said I was a musician coming home from an extremely long show 
and they walked away without giving me any problemsa€ 1 Thankfully the 
instrument case had been lined with a garbage bag stuffed with fabric 
softener sheets so even if I were hiding a corpse, the scent would've 
been somewhat disguiseda€l But I didn't just run into the police that 
nighta€ 1 I ran into another studenta€ 1 A certain Haruto Yutoa€l_ 

_A student would know I'm not a member of the music club at schoola€ 1 
Thankfully I didn't run into someone who WAS a music club membera€ 1 
However this was dangerousa€ 1 Haruto seemed suspicious that I was 
walking out of the school so late at night. He himself was in casual 



clothes, nothing fancy. Must've ran off to the local konbini* or 
daiso** to pick up some snacks. Or maybe he was just taking a walk 
for the sake of getting exercisea€l Either way he needed to be dealt 
witha€ 1 _ 

_That was my mindset at the timea€l_ 

_But now I'm just going on a tangenta€ 1 Long story short, I had 
kidnapped Kokona-chan and she didn't need to be tortured for very 
long. When I asked her to follow me to the supply closet, she seemed 
thrilled to be talked to at alla€l It also meant I wouldn't have to 
skip school all day just to torture hera€ 1 I can't waste all my time 
dealing with these wastes of entropy when I can be with 
Senpaia€ 1 _ 

_So instead of dealing with Haruto Yuto myself, I tortured Kokona 
Haruka for 4 hours each day she was kidnapped (3 days)a€l She had 
very little sanity so I didn't need to over exert myself when it came 
to torturing hera€ 1 On Friday she was drained of all her humanity so 
I brought her to school, handed her a knife and made her kill Haruto 
Yuto, just to make sure he would keep his mouth shuta€ 1 And because 
she was no longer a human, she killed herself immediately 
aftera€ 1 _ 

_I ' d like to think of that was 'Week O', like a tutorial in a 
gamea€ 1 _ 

_So if we're thinking in terms of a game, I guess I'm on Week 
la€ 1_ 

_My parents left for America on Sunday evening for something work 
related. Last week I got away with murder and torture because my 
parents were busy making arrangements to head to America. My mother 
also seemed oddly supportive of me kidnapping someonea€ 1 I think she 
might've known, or if she didn't, she was oddly and miraculously 
convenienta€ 1 She kept telling my father to stay away from the 
basement, which he obeyed. She rules over the house with an iron 
fista€l So my father had no say in the mattera€ 1 She didn't even need 
to make up an excuse. She didn't seem to mess around with the 
basement much either, leaving me to my own devices. About a month 
prior, we had our basement renovated so it could be sound-proofa€ 1 
That sound-proofing was very usefula€ 1 Originally we had it sound 
proofed because my mother said she wanted to do something with the 
basement. It's been unused storage space for quite a long time and 
she was considering doing something with the space. Now that I look 
back on it, perhaps it was some kind of excuse. Maybe she knew I was 
going to end up becoming a murderera€l_ 

_I don't think much of hera€ 1 But she can be useful to mea€l_ 

_But let's get back to what I mainly wanted to talk about: 

Senpaia€ 1 _ 

_Hea€ 1 Noticed mea€l_ 

_Whenever I'm near Senpai I get nervousa€ 1 I feel something I don't 
feel around anyone elsea€l He makes me weaka€ 1 for better or 
worsea€ 1 _ 

_But today he confronted mea€l_ 



_He ran after mea€l_ 

_He grabbed my handa€l_ 

_He asked me to meet him after schoola€l_ 

_He didn't say wherea€l_ 

_Buta€ 1 He noticed mea€l_ 

_And it sounds like he wanted to meet mea€l_ 

_I can't read Senpai ' s minda€ 1 And I don't know what he wanted 
eithera€ 1 But no one's every confronted me like he hasa€ 1 Not 
evera€ 1 _ 

_And what's morea€ 1 He looked like he wanted to get to know 
mea€ 1 _ 

*click* 

Osana Najimi looked up at her kidnapper in fear as she finished her 
recording, gently putting her tape recorder on a shelf close to the 
door. She had been kept captive since after school on Monday. Right 
now she was halfway between sanity and insanity. With tears in her 
eyes she begged for mercy, only to be ignored, her kidnapper slapping 
her across the face. 

"Senpai will never love youa€ 1 " Ayano said. "Why would he love a 
tsundere who can't make up her mind about whether she loves or hates 
someone? ! " 

Osana Najimi knew better after being tortured so mercilessly over the 
past few days . Whenever she spoke back to Ayano she was greeted with 
a slap to the face or a hot match that was just blown out to her 
pelvis and vaginal areaa€ 1 Just so that if she were to escape while 
Ayano had stepped out, the scars would remind her to think again 
before leaving the Aishi housea€ 1 And so that if she were to somehow 
be brave enough to escape and earn Senpai ' s love through pity, she 
wouldn't dare let him see her nude a€" the scars functioning as a 
horrifying birth controla€ 1 Making her want to avoid sex entirely 
because of her appearance in that area or ensuring that if she did 
have sex, it would be as painful as possiblea€l That's how Ayano 
thought about it . 

Luckily for Osana Najimi, Ayano had run out of matches the other day. 
But that didn't stop the untreated scars from getting infected, a 
painful and burning rash starting to spread up Osana 's pelvis. Even 
now however, she dare not talk back to Ayano in fear of being 
subjected to something even worseaO 1 

"You want to know something interesting? Senpai actually held my hand 
todayaO 1 " Ayano said, playing with her fingers and blushing 
innocently, a first for Osana to witness. "He held my hand and asked 
me to meet with him after schoolaO 1 But he was so nervous that he 
forgot to say whereaO 1 By the time I left school he was already 
gonea€ 1 But he's probably still thinking about me even nowa€ 1 While 
here you area€ 1 rotting away in my basement and destined to 
diea€ 1 " 



This made Osana enraged, but she still stood silenta€l Even if she 
wanted to fight back, she knew she couldn't, as Ayano hadn't fed her 
anything since she took her here. Even the rage she was feeling now 
was starting to induce a headachea€ 1 

"You have nothing to say? I guess just the thought of him holding my 
hand is eating you up insidea€l" Ayano sighed, going upstairs before 
coming back down to the basement with a metal bucket, a lighter and a 
jar of dry spaghetti noodles. "Well, if you're not going to talk to 
me then I might as well have my way with you." Setting down her 
strange set of tools, Osana was left in a state of confusion and 
fear . 

She watched as her kidnapper took off her shoes and stockings, 
putting the shoes aside and dumping the stockings in the bucket 
before lighting a single dry spaghetti noodle with the lighter and 
dropping it inside the bucket, slowly kindling the cotton socks. 
Watching them go ablaze and seeing her kidnapper add more dry noodles 
to the fire to keep it going she was wondering if Ayano planned on 
torturing her at all or if this was just some sick twisted 
jokea€ 1 

"If you don't talk. I'll burn you alivea€l You need to accept the 
fact that Senpai will never love youa€ 1 Because he doesn't see you or 
notice you as anything more than a pathetic tsundere who gives him 
free luncha€ 1 As for mea€ 1 " Ayano got up, going back upstairs and 
fetching a bucket of water, which she poured all over the basement 
floor so to not burn her house down in its entirety. Walking back to 
the bucket of fire and handling it with an oven mitt, she inched it 
clover to Osana 's feet. "Senpai actually noticed mea€ 1 " 

Not having eaten for days, Osana knew she was either going to get 
burnt and die or be tortured with fire further. Ayano grabbed her 
ankle and inched it toward the burning bucket, putting her foot over 
the flames. 

"I'm going to use youa€ 1 I'm going to keep you here, torture you, 
abuse you all I wanta€ 1 and after that, you'll be as inhuman as I 
ama€ 1 " 


*click* 


_I'm not going to get much sleep tonight since it took a lot longer 
than expecteda€ 1 But Osana Najimi's sanity has been depleteda€ 1 I 
taunted her with the idea that I would burn her alive if she didn't 
speaka€ 1 I guess I should've fed her something these past few days 
she was herea€ 1 But that's in the past. I did burn the soles of her 
feet for a bit, but she's not in too bad shape. She'll still be able 
to walk when I bring her to school tomorrow, but she'll feel like 
she's walking on knives with each stepa€ 1 I didn't burn anything else 
on her this time and the fire was really just a means to taunt her. 

It was something I thought up last minute, but it never hurts to 
experiment with different types of torture methodsa€ 1 She's far too 
defeated to try escaping me nowa€l_ 

_As somewhat of a reward for withstanding another day of torture, I 
made us some toast with butter and jelly and we ate it together a€" I 
on the floor and Osana-chan tied up in her chaira€ 1 I think the toast 
buttered her up somewhat, pun unintended. She began speaking again as 



her humanity was draininga€ 1 She didn't say much, just 'I'll do 
anything' and 'I'll do whatever you want'._ 

_But right now, I know she's too defeated to escape so tonight I'll 
sleep in my bed againa€ 1 I won't get many hours of sleep, but I 
should be able to make it to school on timea€l I'll give her 
instructions tomorrow. For now, I washed off some of her burn marks 
and threw out the bucket I used for the fire. It was old and rusty 
anyway so I don't need it anymore. _ 

_As for Senpaia€ 1 I'm still wondering what he wanted with me todaya€ 1 
Him noticing me a€" anyone noticing mea€ 1 Is dangerous and unusuala€ 1 
What's more, he was actually nice to mea€l_ 

_Anda€ 1 If Senpai noticed mea€l_ 

_Does that mean he'd accept me if he knew what I wasa€ 1 ?_ 

_Ora€ 1 Would he have to diea€ 1 ?_ 


*click* 


She went back upstairs, just about to go to bed when she placed a 
hand-written letter in a pink envelope under her pillow so not to 
forget it when going to school tomorrow. She had untied Osana 
Najimi's dominant hand so she could write her final letter to Senpai. 
Drained of her humanity and willpower, she wrote exactly what Ayano 
told her to write, every last word or false feeling to craft a story 
of love that could never be achieved, revenge and self-harm that 
would end in suicide full of a distorted view on love and passion for 
someone who could never love her back. 

Whatever happened tomorrow, the game has changeda€ 1 Taro Yamada had 
approached our unlikely heroine. So what would that mean for him, our 
typical hero? 


*click* 


Whatever happensa€ 1 I still love Senpaia€ 1 


*click* 


**Chapter 1 end** 

**Please tell me what you think of this little one shot ^^** 

**I'm hoping to update my fanfic more soon, as I want to be the 
independent author of my own webcomic, I should be working on an 
internet presence for myself.** 

**And since the internet in my house is in better shape than before, 
maybe I could even borrow my mom's computer (which she barely uses) 
in order to set things up. She refuses to give it to me despite her 
not using ita€ 1 But who says I can't 'borrow' it and slowly turn it 
into my work/internet personality computer and eventually convince 
her to give it to me completely that way?** 

Quick translation notes: 

*konbini a€" convienient store. Think VEleven or any other 24 hour 



store that sells food. 


**daiso a€" the only way I can explain a daiso to an American 
audience is to compare it to a 99 cent store, dollar store or any 
other general good store where you can buy a variety of goods usually 
for a dollar more or less. IDK, maybe I'm a dumb American but I'm not 
sure how I can explain it to anyone reading in another country, but 
that's purely my fault. I don't mean to sound ignorant or mean toward 
other races or countries, I'm just genuinely not sure. In general my 
shyness and Asperger's Syndrome makes my ability to explain things 
fly out the window sometimes. But that's something I'm always working 
toward getting better at every day I'm alive 


End 
f ile . 



